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    The View from the Curb

    
    
  
  If you pressed your nose to the worn, damp curb along Willow Lane — the kind of curb that is slightly chipped, like teeth that have chewed too many secrets — you might see nothing at all. Just a shiver of water spinning in a shallow groove, an old leaf clinging to a pebble, maybe the streak of a worm dashing out of morning light.

But if you were patient, you might notice a shape lurking in those shivers. Green. Smaller than the scoop of your hand, but steadier. Two gold-flecked eyes just above the waterline, perfectly still except for the tiniest flick of a throat.

That would be me. Roger of Willow Lane. At your service, not that anyone ever has need of a frog’s services these days.

The world of humans thunders above me. Shoes slap and scrape, cars snarl, a basketball thumps against driveway cement in urgent thuds. If you are careful — and I am nothing if not careful — you can survive at the edge of things here, just between the worlds. You can even, sometimes, learn from listening.

Today, I wedge myself beneath the stormdrain’s rusty fin, my belly tamped cool by the stone, my mind alert. Through the grid of the curb, I have the perfect view of what the city calls progress. I call it catastrophe.

There is a new sign propped lopsided on the grass across the lane. Blue, with large letters:

WILLOW TOWNHOMES: LUXURY LIVING COMING SOON

A lie, if any frog has ever heard one. The only thing coming soon is trouble.

Already, the crust at the edge of my pond is pitted with tires. Great yellow monsters with swinging metal jaws and paint the color of dandelions. They groan, beep, and hiss, swallowing earth in greedy gulps while men in orange vests shout across the noise.

“I told you, Larry, check the southern edge for that pipe—”

“There’s something under the stone by the old willow roots. See if it’s clear.”

Words, so many words, bouncing between puddles like heavy hail. They might puzzle another creature, but not me. I have a knack — a curse, some nights — for understanding human talk. Every word skitters over my skin, sinking in like the way sunlight soaks through pond water. I don’t know why, exactly. My mother said it was ‘the old frog magic.’ My father insisted it was from eating too many lost homework assignments floating in rain. Either way, I listen, and I know.

Not that it does much good. No matter how clever a frog is, when the machines come, there’s not a lot you can shout that anyone hears. And from the look of things, shouting would only put more trouble at my door.

I inch a little closer to the curb’s rim, cloaked by my patch of shadow. From here, I can see all of Willow Lane. Small houses — some peeling turquoise, some with porches like crooked smiles — line the street. Sprigs of summer’s last dandelions press bravely through cracked walkways. Everything hums: the slow, restless sigh of a city waking up, the gust from a city bus turning the maple leaves inside out; the faint, watery call of a robin.

And me. The watcher. The ignored. The frog.

Sometimes, a child’s voice splashes into my world. This morning, it’s a new voice. Unsure, but bright.

“Charlie! Charlie? Where are you, boy?”

She’s small, this one, with braid-ends bouncing and one shoelace trailing in the mud. I keep very still, my throat tight, as she kneels at the edge of the grass where my pond once spread wide.

She opens her palm, showing a dog treat like a tiny pink bone. Her words tumble out, all hope and worry. “Come on, it’s not funny anymore.”

Her words are for someone named Charlie, but her tone is as familiar as dusk: the soft, shuddery feeling of searching for something precious that might not be found.

From my shadow, I wonder what it would be like to have someone call for me. To matter enough that someone would kneel and search, brave the muddy scents of city grass, and whisper my name into the world.

But no one calls for Roger. Not now. Not since the marsh by Willow Lane was dug up, and the dragonflies scattered, and the neighbors began locking up their gardens tight.

I watch her leave, heart heavy with something I try not to name. I scan the moving forest of human feet and shovels. I listen to the plans, the shouts, the tired sighs after lunchbreaks — all those sounds that mean more fences, less pond, more forgetting.

Marsh magic, indeed. What’s the value of magic if you’re always the only one who knows?

The sun slides behind the crooked willow. Shadows that once meant cool safety now feel long, as if time is stretching me thin. I remember the old days of thick mud and gentle frogsong at dusk, a place where stories hopped from one back to another.

Now I stare at my shrinking slice of gutter, at the painted stones tossed by children, at the glint of candy wrappers and the rumble of tires.

No one looks for frogs. No one except the crows and the hungry raccoon that pads the fence by midnight, and even then —

A movement. At the street’s edge, the girl is back. She sits on the curb, head in her hands, the treat now pocketed away. Her lips move; I hear the flutter of her breath, almost a lullaby. She is lost, not just her dog.

For a moment, I feel a gust of old magic — a wild idea, bubbling from the soles of my damp little feet. Maybe, for once, it’s time to do something more than watch. Maybe even a frog can matter.

The shadow of a machine cuts across the lane and I shrink back, heart thumping. I am clever, but I am not fearless. Yet something else trembles beneath my skin tonight: the ache for change, the sharp urge to untangle loneliness, even if just for one golden dusk.

The city rumbles. The girl sniffs, wipes her eyes, and rises. I watch her walk away, each footstep a silent question.

In the gutter, I flex my limbs and whisper, so quiet it might be only for me:

"Maybe, tomorrow, I’ll hop closer. Maybe, finally, it’s time to be seen."



  
    The Lost Girl

    
    
  
  The moon tends to mist itself over the city on days like this—soft-edged, a little bashful, as if it, too, feels unwelcome above Willow Lane. Streetlights flicker awake before the last belts of daylight are even stitched away, and my pond, or rather my puddle, shivers with the cold and the memory of what once was deeper.

It’s the hour when frogs like me should linger in shadow, tucked sly and safe against the teeth of the world. But I am not quite myself tonight. Something in the girl's small sorrow—something fierce, like a song I used to know—presses at my will.

Nearby, tires squeal, then recede. The lane grows quiet. Only the distant tick of a sprinkler, and the faint sound of a child’s voice, drift through the dark:

"Charlie?" Her hope is tired now—a feather dropped on water. She’s circled our end of the neighborhood three or four times, and even my heart, which is stubborn and unaccustomed to beat for others, aches for her. Her sneaker toe scuffs the curb, trailing a snail in the thin grime.

I peer upward. The hedge beside the gutter bows with old candy wrappers. No dogs, no people. Just one girl, hunched under a streetlight that makes her shadow long as a willow branch. She pulls something from her pocket—a dog collar, bright blue. The tag clicks in her hand, spelling out ‘Charlie’. She clutches it like a lucky pebble.

For a time, I stay as frogs are meant to: hidden, watchful, wishing. It’s safer this way.

But the feeling inside—the wild fizz of marsh-magic and memory—curls around my bones. Maybe, tonight, safety is not the right shape for my skin. Maybe tonight, I need to be seen.

I squeeze my bulk from the leaf-shadow, careful. One hop, barely a slip of green. Then another, in the open. The concrete is cold, scented with car oil and last week’s rain.

She startles as my shape flickers near her sneakers. For a moment, she draws back, hand clutching the collar to her heart.

"Oh!" A pause. "Where did you come from?"

I try not to tremble. Humans are loud, enormous; they sweep away small lives without noticing. But her eyes glitter with the same kind of fright I wear most days—hidden, waiting, lonely. That gives me strange courage.

I croak, deep and careful. Once, then again. My words are fainter than crow-song, but I hope the magic is strong tonight:

“Don’t be afraid. I’m not much of a monster. Just a frog.”

She blinks. "Did you—?" She leans closer.

This close, she smells of wet sock, cheap strawberry gum, and lostness—a blend that’s oddly familiar to frogs and children everywhere.

I croak again, belly fluttering: "Are you... looking for Charlie?"

There is a long, awkward silence. The kind that fills up quickly with fear or laughter, if you’re lucky. She frowns at me. "Did you... make that sound? Was that—'Charlie'?" Her voice climbs upward, hopeful, then sheepish, as she realizes she’s talking to a frog.

She shakes her head. "I’m losing it. First my dog, now I’m talking to frogs."

I wade closer, my reflection flashing gold in a shallow rain puddle. This is the most danger I’ve ever courted for the sake of a human, but the magic in my veins is insistent tonight. I try again:

“Not losing it. Just... listening with both ears.”

I croak as carefully as words will allow. My throat feels too big, my hope a wing flutter.

For a second, the streetlight catches in her eyes, and something almost sparks. She gasps, stumbling back onto her bottom, nearly crushing the toe of her shoe.

“Did you say… ‘listening’?” Her words tremble. She looks at my mouth, then at my eyes, as if searching for the trick. For the string and pulley, like in a magic show. There is none.

I adjust my webbed feet, feeling the tickle of old power—frog-magic, my mother called it, as old as moonwater and as stubborn as pondweed. When it’s needed, it works. Sometimes.

She draws her knees up. “I don’t know what’s happening, but… Can you really understand me?” Her voice is husky-soft.

“Better than most,” I reply, with a low, bubbling croak. The world seems to tilt, just for a moment. My syllables ripple in the gutter, and to my shock, her eyes widen. The spell—the chance, the hope—has held.

She whispers, “You’re not just a frog. Are you some kind of… enchanted?”

I puff my throat, feigning confidence. “A little. Enough for tonight. You’re looking for someone. ‘Charlie’?”

She nods, the collar clutched in her fist. “He’s my dog. I just moved here. He ran off and… I can’t find him. No one else… No one else cares.”

The words sting. The ache of missing—home, friend, self—makes my chest squeeze. I sit taller in the puddle, blinking slow.

“You’re not quite as invisible as you think, you know,” I say. “Not all of us are blind to wanderers on Willow Lane.”

She lets out one small laugh—half relief, half disbelief. “Are you supposed to be my fairy godfrog or something?”

I shrug with a flex of my legs. “I can’t promise fairy god-anything. But I do know these streets. And I saw which way your Charlie ran—beyond the tall grass, past the old construction… toward the fence behind the willow.”

Mia—her name floats from the tag on her knapsack, spelled in fat pink marker—sits up straighter now, caught between skepticism and hope.

“You… really saw?”

I nod, once. “Most of what’s lost on Willow Lane passes through my puddle sooner or later. Dogs, dreams, the odd sandwich crust.”

She wipes her cheek with the back of her hand, smudging mud. "Could you help me find him? Truly?" Her voice is small, the sort you offer to secrets or snails.

My answer sighs out of me before I can retreat:

"I will help you. But you'll have to be brave. Sometimes, the places where lost things go are dark, and very small."

She takes a breath. She glances down at herself—fingers grubby, knees grass-stained, shoes scraped and trembling—and then at me, the soggy, unlikely hero.

She nods, solemn as dusk. "Okay, Roger. I'm ready."

She says my name—how did she know? No one ever calls for Roger.

Then I see: the faint shimmer of dew on her sleeve, the echo of old magic cycling through the night. If you listen close, on such a night, even names can find their way home.

So, as the city quiets and the willow bows overhead, a girl and a frog sit side by side on the curb, fear humming low, hope flickering high, and the world just a little changed from how it started. Ready—or almost ready—to be seen.



  
    A Deal is Croaked

    
    
  
  The streetlamp overhead buzzes with tired light, yellow as old honey. Mia traces the collar’s tag, then tucks it into her jacket, watching me—her new, marsh-born accomplice—with an expression you’d use for a fragile spell. Both of us keep very still, as if the wrong move might burst the strange bubble of our moment.

I’m the first to break the hush, flicking my throat with a gentle croak. "It’s settled, then. We’ll find your Charlie. But there’s something else I need, too."

Mia hugs her knees. "What do frogs want? Flies?"

"No more flies than usual. And frankly, city flies are mostly wrappers and regret lately." My attempt at a grin is all lips and throat, but she almost smiles—almost.

Above us, clouds nose past the moon. I take a deep breath, feeling the marsh-magic warm behind my eyes. "My home’s in trouble, too—my pond. It used to spread where the big trucks are now digging. My world is shrinking every day."

She glances at the construction site, brow furrowed. "You live there? I thought frogs liked forests, or maybe fairy tales. Not…"

"Not city gutters and storm drains?" I finish for her, with a rueful croak. "We take what we can get. But if the pond goes, so do I—and all the others."

Mia’s eyes widen. "That’s not fair."

"No, it isn’t. So here’s my deal: I’ll help you find Charlie. But if we succeed, you’ll help me, too. You’ll help me save what’s left of my home."

She nods, slow and serious. "I promise."

A promise, in the dark, between a girl and a frog. The kind of promise that can change more than one life, if you let it.



  
    Midnight at the Construction Site

    
    
  
  The clock in the church tower struck eleven—three slow, uneven booms that echoed through Willow Lane like distant thunder. The city wore its nighttime coat now: a ripple of shadow, a sprinkle of dew, and the uneasy hush that sometimes settled when everything held its breath. Even the moon kept low, uncertain if it wanted to watch what would happen next.

Mia and I set off quietly, past the closed-up houses with their porch lights flickering like tired eyes. She tiptoed, head bent, clutching the blue collar like a talisman. I hopped in a pattern as old as my name: stick to the shadows, listen for wings or whiskers, and always—always—move as if you know exactly where you’re going.

We crossed Willow Lane and ducked behind Mrs. Bowes' sagging azalea hedge. From here, the construction site looked like a gaping wound: heavy yellow machines hunched in the dark, fences draped in faded caution tape fluttering in the cool wind, and the old willow’s ghostly branches spelling warnings overhead.

Mia gulped as we approached the locked chain-link gate. “Are you sure he’s in there?”

I let out a slow, judicious croak. “My pond is nearby. If Charlie slipped through, he’d be drawn by everything that’s missing—scent and memory. Dogs, like frogs and girls, will sometimes go where they shouldn't, just to find what’s lost.”

She nodded, jaws set. “How do we get in?”

I shuffled close to the base of the fence, prodding for soft ground. “Follow me, but quiet. Frogs are stealthy, if nothing else.”

It didn’t take marsh-magic to find the gap at the back corner, where a stack of broken boards leaned half-heartedly against a trash bin. Mia’s jacket caught on a splinter and she gasped, but I shushed her with a flick of the throat. “City nights have many ears,” I whispered, remembering the crows and raccoons, but also the harsh, frozen noise of human machinery.

Inside the fence, things changed. The world smelled of oil and churned clay. The air was tight and restless. Shadows stretched and twined, thrown by the beams of distant floodlights across piles of pipe, footprints crusted deep into mudbanks, and pools of water reflecting stars like broken glass.

Mia tucked in behind a mound of gravel, eyes wide, heart drumming loud enough to make a cricket flee for cover. “I can’t see him,” she whispered. “What if he’s gone?”

I flicked my sticky toes on a wet rock—testing old magic. “He isn’t gone. Dogs leave trails. Frogs can follow.”

I sniffed the air, noting the tang of dog fur beneath the heavier smells. “That way,” I pointed with a hop, toward the broken half-wall near the willow’s roots. She followed, careful as a moonbeam.

We crept past the yellow digger, ducking beneath a fallen ladder. The ground was slippery with mud and stones, churning up old secrets—pieces of glass, an acorn, a forgotten marble, the jawbone of a small, city-wise mouse. The willow trees' shadows trembled, curtain-like, over a low, wide pit whose edges sloped sharp and uncertain.

As we neared, a sound shivered through the air: a whine, thin as a ghost, from somewhere beyond the pit.

Mia gasped. “Charlie!”

We scrambled to the edge. There he was: a limp silhouette spotted with mud, wedged between two toppled plywood panels, his leash snagged on exposed rebar. His eyes caught the light—wide and desperate, desperate in a way that made my throat ache.

Mia started forward, but I threw out a webby foot. “Wait. This place is full of dangers: holes, wires, magic that’s turned sour with anger and forgetting. Let me scout.”

Night pressed close as I made my way, tracking the slippery bank with all four limbs splayed, tongue ready for stray flies—though city flies brought little comfort now. Halfway down, I froze: a shadow swooped overhead, silent as a falling feather. Amber eyes glowed in the beam of the distant work light. An owl, immense, riding the updraft off the construction’s torn ground.

It perched on a rebar rod, so close I could see the flecks in its eyes, and for a moment the world held its breath. I knew the rules: owls and frogs have a long, uneasy history. But old marsh-magic was strong tonight; I whispered a plea into the damp air, words winding back a thousand nights to when the marsh was whole.

“Not tonight, cousin. Let us pass. There are greater hungers here than frogs.”

The owl clicked its beak once, harsh and slow, then with a sweep of enormous wings, disappeared into the blue-black sky. I let out my breath and scuttled to where Charlie was stuck.

The dog was shivering, tail tucked, eyes fixed on me in mingled hope and terror. His leash had tangled so tightly I doubted Mia’s small fingers could free him. I flexed my strong–for a frog—back legs, and with three determined pulls and a little dash of amphibian awkwardness, tugged the leash enough to loosen it.

Charlie bolted a few steps and promptly disappeared under a tilted plank, whimpering.

Mia, above us, was calling his name. “Charlie! Don’t be scared, I’m coming!”

I called up to her, “Careful, the bank’s muddy. Come at the side, near the willow.”

She scrambled down as best as she could—her shoes slipping, breath quick and sharp in the dark. The plank wobbled, threatening to collapse deeper into the pit.

Charlie barked once, helpless. Mia threw herself down next to him, grabbing his collar. “It’s okay, it’s me, it’s me—”

As she tugged at the leash, I spotted a fresh danger—wires just beneath the mud, sharp and waiting like city roots. My croak split the quiet: “Stop! There’s something—!”

But her foot slipped. She skidded, pulling the leash and Charlie both with her. For a wild, sharp instant, chaos whirled.

I leapt—stupidly, bravely—pushing Charlie free from the wires with the last of my strength. I felt the sting of metal slicing along my side and the hammer-blow ache of landing hard, all four legs splayed as stars popped behind my eyes. I tasted iron and city dust and panic.

Mia wrapped her arms around Charlie. “Come on, boy, out—now!” She scrambled backward on hands and knees, tugging him free, damp and panicked but alive. Above, a new shadow staggered across the wall—the night watchman’s torch, seeking, blinding in the dark.

“Quick! Under here!” I croaked, barely above a whisper. Mia scooped up Charlie and, seeing my crumpled shape, scooped me quick as a marble, sliding us under the overhang of a concrete slab.

Bootsteps scraped the periphery—shouts, stray words: “Trespassers?...Animals? Must’ve been a raccoon…”

We all held still, hearts thudding together: a girl, a dog, and a frog, clutching the tail end of hope under the city’s wounded moon.

Finally, the torch wavered away. Mia let out a shaky breath. “Roger? Roger, are you okay?”

My side throbbed. My mind floated, weak and drifting. But I managed a feeble croak: “Still here. Just a… little bruised.”

Mia blinked away tears, hugging me gently to her chest before returning me, muddy and aching, to her palm. “Thank you. For being brave.”

Charlie licked my hand—a dog’s rare, grateful blessing. The willow branches trembled above us, shaking loose a pattering of dew, the city’s strange benediction.

Together, battered but all accounted for, we crawled away from the pit and slipped back toward Willow Lane, the chain-link fence closing softly behind us like a fairy-tale ending—though we all knew that trouble, and magic, had only just begun.



  
    A Wish on Willow Lane

    
    
  
  If you were to tiptoe along Willow Lane the next morning, sun peering through low clouds and mailboxes still glistening with dew, you might see nothing out of the ordinary. The townhouses watched quietly as people trickled awake—automatic coffee makers sputtered, sneakers thudded on front steps, and dogs barked at the shadows scattered by dawn. But if you listened close enough, you could catch the whisper of a change—one spun not from city blueprints, but from the wishes of creatures who made their homes wherever they could.

I awoke stiff and sore beneath my willow, body pressed against the cool hollow at the pond’s edge. The ache from last night’s rescue—an angry, scraping sting along my side—reminded me that I was not a creature built for heroics. Still, something trembled pleasantly inside: a feeling not of pain, but of purpose.

The air was different. Maybe it was just lighter after the adventure, or maybe it was the presence of hope—strange and bubbly as marsh-gas. For the first time in many moons, I did not shrink from the stretch of morning but instead shifted toward it, ready to peer into possibility.



It began, as most magic does, with a secret meeting.

As the city awoke, I gathered beneath the willow with an audience I never expected: a small mouse with dust on her whiskers, a brown-grizzled sparrow, shy crickets, and even one very dignified slug. Their eyes—so many eyes!—were bright not with fear, but with something finer: respect.

Roger, they whispered, with whispers that rustled as softly as pond reeds. Roger, who faced the night of machines and saved the barking one! Roger, the frog who leapt for more than his own skin!

It was almost too much. I squirmed beneath the weight of it, unused to being seen. For years I had been only a shadow in the gutter, a flicker at the edge of a bootstep. Now, the community of Willow Lane—the real Willow Lane, the one lost and found in overgrown corners—spoke my name as if it meant something.

The sparrow bobbed along the broken willow root. “This all feels topsy-turvy—words from frogs, dogs saved, humans who listen. Are we the ones getting old, or is the world turning new?”

“Maybe both,” I told him, not unkindly. “But tonight, I think we get to choose.”

Murmurs of agreement—a quick, chirping song, a ripple in the grass. For the first time since the great machines began gnawing at the pond, I was not only a watcher. I was a thread in the net—quivering, shining, and, though small, strong.



Meanwhile, another meeting was taking place. This one human, scented with dish soap and the warm, quick worry of mothers.

Mia, smudged and beaming, burst through her own front door just as the kettle shrieked. In the circle of kitchen light, her mother—Mrs. Yang—braced herself for the retellings of a child who'd just found her best friend.

“Mom, you won’t believe it! Charlie—he’s BACK!”

Charlie leapt beside her, still muddy, tail a blur of relief. Mrs. Yang cried out in surprise and gathered Mia into a toque of arms and kisses. For a moment, it was only the two of them, worlds aligning, dog wriggling at their feet. Then Mia pulled away, eager and almost breathless.

“I have to show you something. Not just about Charlie. It’s about the pond.”

Mrs. Yang blinked. “The pond?”

“The one by the willow! It’s not just mud—it’s… alive. There are frogs—lots of them! It’s where I found Charlie. But they’re digging it up, Mom! If they take the pond, the frogs won't have anywhere to go. We have to do something.”

There is a magic to children’s urgency—a way their voices can cut through the humdrum of grownup life. Mrs. Yang, exhausted, trying her best with jobs and laundry, paused. “Show me,” she said, and together—with Charlie in tow—they hurried down the brightening lane.



Neighbours gathered. It is the law of the curious: people emerge when there is something to see. By noon, Willow Lane stood, in patchy festival, around the puddle and the willow. Mia, her hair tangled and eyes fierce, spoke to them as only someone with something precious to lose can.

“Why do we need another gray building? This pond—this little patch—is home to frogs, birds, dragonflies! If it’s gone, they’ll have nowhere left. My friend Roger… he’s the bravest frog here. He matters.”

A ripple passed through the adults. Words rose and fell, adults with arms folded giving way to adults with furrowed brows. Some smiled at the honesty, but not all saw the magic—yet.

But Mrs. Yang spoke next. “Mia’s right. It’s not just a muddy hole. It’s a piece of what makes Willow Lane special—and safe for our children to learn from and play near. If we let it disappear, what message does that send?”

Others joined in—Mrs. Bowes from number twelve, who remembered the days when bullfrogs sang at dusk. Mr. Lee, retired, who swept up trash by the curb and once counted the stars reflected in pond water. Even the skinny teenager from the corner, who once used the willow’s shade to dream alone, nodded in silent agreement.

A boy piped up, “I saw a turtle once! Can we keep it?”

A petition grew—first words, then paper, then signatures, then emails, then the hum of community finding itself in the cause of something small but vital. The construction men paused their machines as puzzled parents—voices clear now—demanded a second look from the city.



Hidden among the reeds, I watched in awe. Frogs seldom see the world change in a single morning. Power had always seemed a distant thing, wielded by boots and blueprints. Today, the smallest voice—given at just the right moment—carried as far as the bell in the old church tower.

And I was not the only one listening. The dragonflies looped lazy patterns over the water, the reeds shivered with the gossip of crickets, and the crows perched in the willows watched, black eyes intent, waiting to see if the mysterious laws of the city would be rewritten for once, just a little, by the wishes of a child and a frog.



Evening came, as it always must. The construction site remained silent, the great diggers glowering in the late sun. A new sign appeared beside the old blue one, hand-painted by steady, hopeful hands:

SAVE OUR POND—HOME TO MORE THAN JUST FROGS!

Someone had drawn a lopsided frog underneath, with gold-flecked eyes and a crooked smile. I recognized myself—in shape, if not in subtlety.

That night, after the world’s dust had settled, the animals of Willow Lane gathered again beneath the willow. The sparrow offered me a plucked seed. The crickets sang me their chirruping approval. Even the old raccoon padded by and nodded, grave and slow.

“You did it, Roger,” the mouse whispered. “You were seen.”

I thought, for a long moment, about the old marsh and the wishes I had made in shadows. Once, all I wished for was to survive each day, invisible and unremembered. Now, as I watched Mia and Charlie looping the pond’s edge—chatting, laughing, waving at neighbors who no longer hurried past—I understood that being seen, and choosing to be seen, were wishes worth chasing.

As the moon silvered the pond, I croaked a song as old as frogsong and fresh as hope. Maybe, just maybe, the world would make room—a little room—for voices like mine.

And if not, I would keep singing all the same. Because in the dark, forgotten corners of Willow Lane, even the smallest wish can echo and echo, until at last, it is answered.
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